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And so she lived on, surrounded by lier inseet friends, loving
thein, understandiiig tbem, caliing each one by his Christian
naine, and quite happy in their society. There was a big dragon-
fly witlî spotted wings whom she addressed as Horace, and who,
sbe declared, bad followed lier wveeks ago ail the way from
Strceter's Pond as she drove home wiNtb her old mare and the buck.
board. And as she dwelt upon the salient points of bis character,
bis sense of humour and comical disposition, whuie hewbizzed abbut
lier liead, I declare lie did look to me quite unlike other dragon-
flics. I seemed to see a liumorous twinkle in bis big eyes, and for
the moment firmnly believcd iu Hlorace's sense of the ludicrous.

Aunt Ilandy and I soon became -î%arm friends, and it was flot
long before she told me her story. I need not dwell upon tbe early
part of it. Rer married life was a liard one, ber husband a sbift-
less, ile vagabond. She did flot apply these epithets, but the faets
spGke for theinselves. She worked hard, and bie spent ber earn-
ings at the taveru. Tbey had one child, a boy, and to hlm, the
motlîez's beakrt clung as to nothing else iu earth or beaven. For
his sake she struggled on, bore her busband's negleet and IIR-
treatu.ý.ent, worked for ail three, and kept some littie remuant of
faith and bope in ber heart. At last one winter's day ber bus-
band went away and neyer returned. Some weeks later she
heard of bis deatb, and was free. Just then a distant relative, of
wlîom she bad lost siglit for many years, died and left lier a
little mioney; so new liopes sprang up in ber ehîlled beart. She
w'ould take the ehild, she tbought, buy a. littie place in some quiet
village, and leave hier wretched past far behind bier. Alas for
huaman hopes! Just as thie littie bouse in Franconiawâvs secured,
anid she was about to reinove there with bier ehild, the boy sick-
ened and died..7

If I should write pages I couid not convey to you, as tbe few
abrupt words of this patient, undemonstrative New England
woinait conveyed to me, ail the tragie meaning of that loss to her.
As a child she had lived ln a Christian home, and bad some
religions training, and amid ail ber trials bitherto she had tried
in lier poor blind way to believe and trust and think that gome-
Iîow things were for the best. But now, with tbis terrible blow,
ail faitb in God and main wvas killed. Sbe buried the boy with

-no more thought or hope of a future reunion than bas the veriest
heathii, left *bis grave and their old bore-a grave, too, now in
whieli al hope and faiLli were entombed-and came to Franconi;a,**
whiere she lived for moutlis the solitary life of wbicb Nathan bad
told me, a misanthropie, hopeless soul. Let me try now to tell
you in Aunt Reandy's own words, as near as Lhey may bc, bow tbe
chanZe came.

II used to shet myself up bere ail day an' Lhink. I couldn't
have no posy gard'n or anything like that, now the littie feller
wa'iî't here to play-in it. An' I eouidn't bear to bear the birds
singin' ' 'cause lie used to like 'em so, an' I'd jest shet up my eyes
as 1 ivent along so's flot to see the vi'lets an' dand'lions an' butter-


